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Boy. He prayes you to faue his life, he Is a Gcntieoian 
ora good houfc, and for his ranfom be will giue you two 
hundred Crownes. ° J 

Pifi. Tcil him my fury fhall abate,and I the Crowncs 
will take, 

Bren.Petit (JMonJieur que dit ill 

boj. Encore qu i(et contra fort btsrement,de pardonner an- 
ettne prifonner: near. t.mens pour Us 'fates que vans layt a pro- 
met s,t left content a vow dowses k.liberte lefiauchtfituent. 

Ere Sur mesgenouxfe vow donnes milles remercions, et 
lc me tfiimt heurex que Ie intom be,entre Its main, i'vn Cbe. 
miter Ie peufe It plus braue valiant et tres dfiime fanieur 
d'Angleterre. 

Pifi . Expound vnto me boy. 

Boy. He giues you vpon his knees a thoufand thanks, 
and he efteemes himfelfc happy, that he hath falne into 
the hands of one (as he thinker) the moft braue, valorous 
and thrice-worthy figneur of England, 

Pifi. As 1 lucke blood,I will fome mercy fliew. Fol¬ 
low mee, 1 

"Boy. Saaue votes Isgrand Capitaine ? 

I did ncuer know fo full a voycc ifluefrom fo emptiea 
heart: but the faying is true. The empty veflcl makes the 
greateft loanA,Bardolfe and Nym had tenne times more 
valour, then this roaring diuell i’th oldcplay, that cuerie 
one may payre his nayles with a woodden'daraer, and 
they are both hang’d, and lo would this be, if hce durft 
ftcale any thing aduenturoufly. I muft flay with the 
Lackies with the luggage of our camp, the French might 
haue a good pray ot vs, if he knew of it, for there is none 
toguarditbutboyes. Exit. 

Snter Confiable , Orkance, Bur bon, Dolphin, 
and Ramburs. 


Con, O Triable. 

Orl, Ofigueur le iotir et per din , toute et perdie. 

Bol. CAbor Dteumavie, all is confounded all. 
Reproach, and cuerlafting ftiamc 
Sits mocking in our Plumes. A(l,ort Alarum . 

O mefihante Fortune , do not runne away. 

Con, Why ail our rankes are broke. 

Del, O perdurable fliame, let’s ftab our felues: 

Be thefc the wretches that we plaid at dice for? 

Or/. Is this the King we fent too, for his ranfome ? 
"Bur. Shame,andeternallihame, nothing but ftiame. 
Let vs dye in once more backe againe, 

And he that will not follow Burbon now. 

Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand 
Like a bale Panderhohl the Chamber doore, 

Whilft a bafe flaue, no gentler then my dogge. 

His faireft daughter is contaminated. 

Con. D fordcr that hath fpoyl’d ys,fricnd vs now. 

Let vs on heapes go offer vp our liues. 

Orb We are enow yet liuing in the Field, 

To linother vp the Englifhin our throngs. 

If any order might be thought vpon. 

Bur. The diuell take Order now, lie to the throng; 
Let life be fhort, elfe fhamc will be too long. Exit. 

Alarum. Enter the King and his trajne, 
with Prtfoners. . 

. iTwjf.Well haue we done.thrice-valiant Countrimen, 

| But all’s not done, yet keepe the French the field. 

Sxt. The D, of York commends him to your Maiefty 
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sin. lines he good Vnekie*; thtiC. „ 

( Yoakc-fellow to his honour-owin» ° ’, 

The Noble Earle of Suffolke alfo l y< f g ° Unds ) 
Suffolkc firft dyed, and Yorke all haglcd our 
Comes to him, where in gore he lav infl ' 

And takes him by the Beard, kifles rll* 

That bloodily did yawnc vponhis’fac#^ 1 ” 

V’t n!“n ’7"7 my Cofin Suffolk, 

My ioule fhall thine keepe company to hr«> 

Tarty ffi.eetr.ul,) fo, m P in e, ,I,L 

As in this glorious and wcll-foughten fieW ' 

We kept together in our Chiualrie 

Vpon t hefc words I came, and cheer'd him Vp 

He fail d me in the face, raught me his hand P ’ 

And with a feeble gripe, fayes: Deere my Lord 

Commend my feruice to my Soucrai<>nc ’ 

So did he turne, and ouer Suffolkcs necke 

He threw his wounded armc,and kifthisW. 

And lo efpous d to death, with blood he leaf? 

A Teft ament of Noble-cnding-loue: 

I he prettie and fweet manner ofit forc'd 

Thofe waters from me, which I would haue dop'd 

But I had not fo much of man in mee, * 

And all my mother came into mine eyes, 

And gatie mevp to teares. 

King. I blame you not. 

For hearing this, 1 uiufl perforce compound 
With mixtfull eyes, or they will ifl'ne to. a, 
Put hearkc, what new alarum is this fame? " Ir *® 
The French haue re-enforc’d their fcatterM men; 

J heneuery fouldiour k.ll his Prifoncrs, 

Giue the word through. 


Exit 


<lABm Quartus. 


£nter Flticlleti And Gower. 

Flu. Kill the poyes and the luggage, *Tis expreflely 
agamft the Law of Armes, tis as arrant a peece ofknaue. 
ry marke you novv 3 as ca*n bec ofleit in your Confcicncc 
now, is it not? 

Goxv. Tiscertaine, thcre^notaboy lefcaliue,andthc 
Cowardly Rafcalls that ratine from the battaile ha'done 
this (laughter: befidcsthcy haue burned and carried a- 
way all that was in theKingsTent, wherefore the King 
moft worthily hath caus deuery foldiourto cut his pri* 
foners throat. O ’tis a gallant King. 

Hh. I.hee wasporne at Monmouth Captaineftwr: 
W hat call you the Townes name where Alexander the 
pig was borne? 

Govt. Alexander the Great* 

Tin. Why I pray you, is not pig, great? The pig, or 
the greater the mighty, or the huge, or the magnani¬ 
mous, are all one reckonings^faue the pbrafe is a litlc va* 
riations. 

Cower . I thinke Alexander the Great was borne in 
CWaccdon, his Father was called Phillip of Macedo*, a* I 
take ir. 

Fit, l thinie it is in Macedon where Alexander is 

porne. 


-—Ttelfvou Captainc, if you looke in the Maps of 

0t nM I warrant you fall findein the comparifons be- 

tbeU -f ’fllaetdon & Monmouth, that the fituations looke 
tW eene There is a Riuer in CMacedonfr there 

wy... 

luth * but it is out of my praincs, what is the name 
r Mother Riuer: but ’tis all one, tis alike as my fingers 
° 1 rn? fillers, and there is Salmons in both. I f you 
Vt Alexanders life well, Barry of Monmottthes life is 
after it indifferent well, for there is figures in all 
f* Alexander God knowes, and you know, in his 
thing ' n( j his furies,and his wraths, and his chollers, and 
raSCS oodes, and his difpleafures, and his indignations, 
jlfc brine a little intoxicates in his praines, did in 
hi S Ales and his angers (looke you) kill his beA friend 

Our King is not like him in that, he neucr kill’d 

any of his friends. ■ . . . 

flu. It is not well done (marke you now) to take tne 
les out ofmy mouth, crc it is made and finifhcd.I fpeak 
but in the figures, and companions of ic : as Alexander 
lild hisfrieod^wu,>emg in his Ales and his Cupnes; fo 
alfo Harry CMonmonh being in his right wittes, and his 
toodiadgwnciitt, turn’d away the fat Knight with the 
orcat belly doublet: he was full of iefts, and gypes, and 
knauerics, and mockes, I haue forgot his name. 

Geiv, Sir John Falffaffe . 

flu. That is he: ilc tell you,there is good men pome 
act Monmouth. 

Gere. Hecre comes his Maiefly. 

Alarum, Enter King Harry and Bur&fyf 
with prifoners. blottrifh . 

' fang. I was not angry fincc I came to France, 

Vntill this inftaut. Take a Trumpet Herald, 

Ride thou vnto the Horfcmen on yond hill: 

Ifthcy will fight with vs, bid them come downe, 

Or voyde the field : they do offend our fight. 

Ifthey'l do neither, we will come to them. 

And make them sker away, as fwife as ftoncs 
Enforced from the old Aflyrian flings: . 

Befides, wee'l cut the throats of thofe we haue, 

And not a man of them that we fhall take. 

Shall tafte our mercy# Go and tell them fo. 

Enter Montioy. 

Exe. Here comes the Herald of the French, my Liege 
Glou. His eyes are humbler then they vs’d to be. 

King. How now, what mcanes this Herald ? Knowft 
thou not. 

That I haue fin'd thefe bones of mine for ranfome? 

Com’ft thou againe for ranfome ? 

Her. No great King .• 

I come to thee for charitable Licenfe, 

That we may wander ore this bloody field. 

To bookc our dead, and then to bury them, 

To fort our Nobles from our common men. 

For many of our Princes ( woe the while) 

Lye drown’d and foak’d in mercenary blood : 

So do our vulgar drench their pcafanc limbes 
Iijblood ofPrinces, and with wounded fiecds 
Fret fcr-locke deepe in gore, and with wilcierage 
Yerke out their armed heeles at their dead mafters. 

Killing them twice. O giue vs leaue great King, 

To view the field in fafety, and difpoic 
Of their dead bodies. 
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''Kin I tell thee truly Herald, 

I know not if the day be ours or no. 
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For yet a many ofyour horfcmen pecre. 

And gallop ore the field. 

Her. The day is yours. 

Kin. Praifcd be God, and not our ftrength for it: 
What is this Caftle call’d that flands hard by. 

Her. They call it Agincourt. 

King. Then call we this the field of Agincourt , 

Fought on the day of Crijpin f 'rijpianus. 

Flu. Your Grandfather of famous memory(an*c pleafe 
your Maietty) and your great Yncle Edward tY\c Placke 
Prince of Wales,as I haue read in the Chronicles, fought 
a moft praue pattlc here in France. 

Kin. They did Fluctlen. 

Hu. Your Maiefty fayes very true: If your Maieftics 
is remembred ofit, the Welchmen did good feruice in a 
Garden where Leekes did grow, wearing Leckes in their 
Monmouth caps, w liich your Maiefty know to this houre 
is an honouiable badge of the feruice: And I do belecue 
your Maiefty takes no fcornc toweare the Leekevppon 
S. Tames day. 

King. I weare it for a memorable honor: 

For 1 am W'elch you know good Countriman. 

flu. Alltiie water m Wye, cannot wafhyour Maie- 
fties Welfhplood out ofyour pody, I can tell you that: 
God plcffe it, and preferue it, as long as it plealeshis 
Grace,and his Maiefty too. 

Km. Thankes good my Countrymen. 

Elu. Bylefhu.IamyourMaiefties Countreyman, I 
care not who know it: I will confeflc it to all the Orld, I 
need not tp be afhamed ofyour Maiefty,praifed bcGod 
lo long as your Maiefty is an honeft man. 

King. Good keepe me fo. 

Enter williams. 

Our Heralds go with him. 

Bring me iuft notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither, 

Exe. Souldier,you ruuft come to the King. 

Kin Souldicr, why wear’ft thou that Gloue in thy 
Cappe ? 

Will. And’t pleafe your Maiefty, tis the gage of one 
that I fhould fight wnhall,if he be aliue. 

Kin. An Englifhman ? 

IF'il. And’t pleafe your Maiefty, a Rafcall that fwag- 
gCi’d with me laft night : who if aliue, and euer dare to 
challenge this Gloue, I haue fwornc to take him aboxe 
a’th ere : or if I can fee my Gloue in his cappe, which he 
fwore as he was a Souldicr he would wtare(if aliue,)! wil 
ftrike it out foundly. 

Kin. What thinkeyou CaptaineF/w/few, is it fit this 
fouldier keepe his oath. 

llu. Hecis a Crauen and a Villains elfe. and’t pleafe 
your Maiefty in my confcience. 

King. It muy bee, his enemy is a Gentleman of great 
.fort quije from the anfwer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as good a Icntlcman as the diuel is, 
as Lucifer and Belzcbub himfelfe, it is neceflary (looke 
your Grace) that he keepe his vow and his oath: If hee 
bee periur’d (fee you now) his reputation is as arrant a 
villaioe and a lacke fawce, as euer his blackc Ihoo trodd 
vpon Gods ground, and his earth, in my confcience law 

Kmg. Then keepe thy vow firrah, when thou meet’ft 
the fellow. 

Wtl. So, I wil my L»ege, as I liuc. 

King. Who fcru’ft thou vnder ? 

Wil. 
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